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y A Hisit From St. Nick 


By JUDGE, Jr. 
"Twas the night before Christmas, 
when all through the house 


Not a creature was stirring—not even 
a mouse; 


It seems that mine host, though a 


likable slob, 


Had mixed up the cocktails for all of 
the mob; 


And something had happened, the 
truth must be told, 


For all of his poor guests had passed 
out stone cold! 


The moral of this, if you've read down 
this far, 

Is, get a good book, then you || know 
where you are; 


And, the book is, allow me politely 
to state, 


Judge, Jr.’s“‘Here’s How!” for Nineteen 
‘Twenty-eight! 
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Ye Judge, Jr., 
627 West 43rd Street, 
New York City. 


Greetings to ye, Junyor, and encloseth fynd ye dollar for ye copy of ye new “Here’s 


How!” which contayns recypes no ende for new drynks and also ye laughable toastes. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


Soviet Russia has now stopped 
the importation of all musical 
instruments. Russia is evidently 
taking its Geneva Peace Program 
seriously. 

School girls of Yakima. Wash 


ington, have 


; 


made an apple pie 
en feet in diameter, 
filled 
What a wonderful movie 
this would make if they could 
only tind a comedian — strong 
enough to throw it. 


eight inches 
deep and with a ton of 


fruit. 





Oxup Lapy Rapvio Fan—Hot Dog, what a swee 


known as 


tor twentv vears 


Governor 
son, of Minnesota, recently calle 


at the White House to urge a 
ver cent increase in the tariff 
Argentine corn. This is what 


asking for the moon. 


A man in New Jersey 


presented with a gold watch 


having traveled on the same train 


e got out and walked. 


—Jack SHUTTLEWORTH 
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“No more week-ends in Paris! 
is terrible 


Note on Saving 


If you save five dollars every 
week from the beginning of a 
year you will spend it all at 
Christmas anyway. 


What this country needs is 
fewer people telling us what this 
country needs. 


HaHaHaHaHa 
The only things getting longer 


about women’s evening gowns 
are the shoulder straps. 


This Monday morning traffic 
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Reflected Prominence 


Nitt—Her husband owes a lot 
to her, doesn’t he? 

Witt—Sure; nobody ever heard 
of him before she shot him, 


Bella—What do you think of 
those two boys? 

Stella—They’d make a fine 
omelet. 

Bella—What do you mean? 

Stella—They’re both good 
eggs. 


“So you don’t like living in 
Winsomehurst?” 

“No—too much rough stuff.” 

“How come?” 

“All stucco houses.” 


At the Dance 


Nitt—How can you tell whether 
they’re dancing or just necking? 

Witt — If they don’t move 
they’re dancing. 


Making Up 

Blink—Doctor, I think I know 
what’s wrong with me; I get only 
two hours sleep at night. 

Physician—If that’s the case, 
I don’t understand how you look 
as well as you do. 

“Well, I sleep about ten hours 
every day.” 





“TI can lick you or anybody else in the middle-weight division.” 
“Well, we won’t quarrel about it.” 
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Overheard in a Restaurant 
Soup. 


He Remembered - 


The absent-minded professor 
suddenly remembered. He looked 
at his watch. It said two o'clock. 
“Gosh,” he said, snapping his 
fingers, “I just remembered that 
I have a class at two o'clock to 
deliver a lecture to. It’s two 
now, so I’d better hurry.” So he 
put on his hat and left the lec- 
ture hall. 


Then there was the actor who 
liked himself so much he dis- 
guised his handwriting and sent 
himself mash notes. 


No 


Blink—All soldiers sooner or 
later find themselves in the front 
lines, don’t they? 

Blank — No, not generally 
speaking. 
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AT YOUR SERVICE MES INFANT " 
MUTTERED ARSENE ‘LUPIN EASILY. 


Well, girls, here’s Perelman the Giggle King again with his 
musical saw and bag of goodies. “Now then,” said a physiology 
teacher to her class, “Give me your undivided attention. What 

do we find under the kidneys?” “It’s a pipe!” 


hollered Marcel Schwartz, “Toast, brothers, 
toast!” A free set of Balzac to anybody who gets 
© a kick out of that one. 


A Life Saver 
Nitt—Once I saved a man’s 
life, but I never got a medal 
for it. 







Witt—Give particulars, please. 
“An inebriate once came home 
to his apartment and turned on 
only the hot water to take a bath 
in, and he would have been 
scalded to death, only I hap- 


ing and there was no hot water.” 


Or Is It the Wife? 


Marriage is like a mousetrap; 
easy to get into, hard to get out 
of, and the husband is the piece 
of cheese. 





Tue Femace Partner—After all, it ain’t so much of an act, 
but between my figure and the American flag I think we can put 


It’s a short lane that has no 
road hog. 





pened to be janitor of the build-. 
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YES—INDEEDY! 
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rheumatism. 


Tue Orv Man—So it is—I got mine here. 


An Open Field 

It is hard to understand why 
some smart man or woman has 
not taken advantage of the won- 
derful chance for success that 
person would have who started 
the first trade journal for boot- 
leggers. 


My Sweetie has tuberculosis, 
They say she has only one 


lung; 
But gee, how she scoffs at her 
coughin’, 
*Cause tomorrow she’s goin’ to 
be hung. 


Married couples have fewer 
arguments in winter than in 
summer. This is because a lot 
of husbands wear earmuffs: in 
the winter. 


Cuatty Visiror—They tell me this is a good place for 


It’s a Car for You 


I never work myself into a fit 
of almost ungovernable rage be- 
cause of my inability to locate a 
parking space for my car. 

I am never tortured by har- 
rowing doubts as to where the 
money for the next payment on 
my car is coming from. 

I never worry myself sick to 
the verge of nervous prostration 
about the danger of my wife 
driving my car. 

I am not concerned in the 
least by any new or unexpected 
noises that develop in my car. 

The matter of repairs and the 
expense of upkeep for my car 
cause me not the slightest un- 
easiness. 

The possibility of a flat tire on 
my car causes me no anxiety 
whatever. 

In fact, my mind is absolutely 
free from stress of any sort in 
connection with my car and its 
operation. 

I operate a street car. 

—Marion E. Burns 


“After the Bawl Was Over” 
she got her new fur coat. 
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Sur—Gee, Ed, I didn’t know you were a chiropractor! 
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“Have ‘nother drink, Chester!” 
“Nope! If I took ’nother I wouldn’t dare drive home!” 
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Burewar (returning home)—Say! Can’t a guy leave his home fer a coupla hours 
without having one o’ you crooks bust in? 
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BOIDS AND BEASTI 


(A Department for Indefatigable Naturalists, Con- 
ducted by the Eminent Dr, Theophrastus Seuss.) 











Paul Jerman’s First Whale 


” 


“Nowadays,” writes Paul Jerman, the well-known 
architect, “a fraternity initiation is nothing at all. But 
back in ’25 when I went to Dartmouth, the pranks the 
lads played were pranks for fair. How well I remem- 
ber the night they made me a Psi Kappa Phi. They sent 
me and another neophyte down to New Bedford with 


a collapsible boat and a hat pin. ‘Bring back a fifty- 

Is Your Whale Grouchy? foot me by to-morrow,’ they said. And I am glad 

Did you ever bring a guest home just to show off your that we did it, for it taught me ever so much about 

whale before him, and then have your whale refuse whales that otherwise I probably would never have 
to come through? Has your whale circles under his learned. 


eyes? Does he sulk in his bowl? Is there an unpleasant 
droop to the corner of his mouth? If so, he probably 
is suffering from hypertrophy of the thyroid and 
NEEDS A CHANGE! Why not send him to the Kiski 
Farms Whale Kennels for our special thyroid treatment 
and a few weeks vacation in our delightful California 
climate! We specialize in New York Whales. Rates 
Reasonable. Write for catalogue to Dr. Kiski, Ph. W., 
Box 35, Los Angeles, California.—(Advt.) 


*“Hieronomos Is Drunk Again!” 

When this cry is heard echoing up and down our 
block, everyone runs out to see the fun. It means that 
Mr. Willis’s whale, Hieronomo, has been at the bottle 
once more. And when Hieronomo gets buzzed, he always 
takes to the tall catalpa tree in the front garden. What 
a spectacle this is!—especially when Hieronomo passes 
out up there, on which occasions Mr. Willis has to call 
. consultation of engineers to superintend '‘s taking 

own. 
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Don’t Let the Shooting Galleries Bleed You! 


Whale, whose spout is especially trained for rifle range 


LET US HELP YOU, MR. MARKSMAN! Send service. $500 may seem a lot, but in the long run you 
$500 to the Daisy Whale Shoppe, New York City, and will find it a very great saving. No Whales sent on 


we will ship you (post prepaid) a model 3-B Jumbo approval.—( Advt.) 
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WANTED—A REAL PAL 


Well, my littl feathered 
friends, before I break into the 
routine I should like to em- 
broider today’s text with a little 
quotation from the works of the 
immortal Bard of Avon (Harry 
Richman) which some- 
what as follows: “‘How sharper 
than a thankless snake it is to 
toothless child!’ And 
now, if the ushers will kindly 
lock the doors and pour kero- 
sene over the audience, I think I 
can supply a match. 

Well, once upon a time there 
was a young bird by the name of 
Frisbie, but his misfortunes did 
not end there. This Frisbie ef- 
fect had a pan (or kisser, to use 
the more refined term) which 
Medusa look like Fay 


Lamphier. The best you could 


reads 


have a 


made 


_say of him was that he had a 


determined chin, because nothing 
else about his face was deter- 
mined. One ear pointed north 
and south, while the other was 
westbound. His hair was curly, 
but it curled the wrong way— 
forward. He could have used his 
nose for a baling-hook; it had 
more curves in it than Walter 





By S. J. PERELMAN 


Johnson’s fast ball. His eyes 
were the kind that are not being 
worn this winter; they were 
bleary blue and gave Frisbie that 
permanent hangover look. And 
to top it all off, his first name 
was Paul. 

But Paul was what the gals 
call “a brainy chap” and “seri- 
ous-minded.” And no wonder; 
anybody would seem serious in 
contrast with a pan that was 
always busy being funny. Any- 
ways, Frisbie had got to the age 
where he had laid by a little 
sugar in the bank and he had de- 
cided to annex just a cottage 
small by a waterfall and a 
Cheery Helpmate. So one lovely 
day Paul shagged himself into a 
matrimonial bureau, paid down 
three-fifty, and took home a flock 
of pictures and addresses of vari- 
ous willing sacrifices on the altar 
of matrimony. He looked them 
over and finally selected one. 
She had the good reliable name 
of Doris Monk and her record 
said she was an inhabitant of 
Dayton, Ohio, and had no bad 
habits. She was a home girl and 
not one of these here fly gad- 


abouts who dance till dawn. 
What she wanted was a clean-cut 
young man with prospects who 
could be a Real Pal and she was 
willing to start in by living on 
the eighth floor of a walk-up if 
John thought he had a_ future. 
The picture showed what Barrie 
would call “a winsome miss” 
with come-on eyes and one of 
those smiles that just crawled 
with s. a. 

So Paul went around the block 
and showed his pan to a photog- 
rapher. The latter took one good 
look and was about to hide his 
camera when Paul flashed a crisp 
bill. Fifteen minutes later the 
photographer had Paul tied in a 
chair and three dim lights play- 
ing on him. When Paul un- 
wrapped the pictures a_ week 
later he realized what an artist 
the man really was. They had 
been taken through cheesecloth 
or a gunny-sack or a heavy fog 
or something, so that Paul looked 
exactly like Ramon Novarro just 
before the fadeouts. Paul stuck 
the pictures in a_ letter and 
waited. 

(Continued on page 29) 
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Design for a fountain, 


This crafty husband installed trick mirrors throughout the 
house some time ago and reports that the expenditure was well 
worth while. 


Boncartz—What is your fa- 
vorite myth? 

Monanan—TI have always 
liked Mith America. 


How to appear at your ease in a rented dress suit. 
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This week we will take for our 
subject “Why is a six-day bicycle 
race?” . . . And now that we’ve 
started it we're sorry we ever 
brought the matter up!... Well, 
why is it mobs of people will jam 
Madison Square Garden to see 
an Italian bicycle club on its 
annual tour? ... Is it the genius 
of “Takes Us” Rickard or is 
there some kind of fascination 
in the sport itself? . . . I wish 
“Takes Us” would put on a knit- 
ting contest some time just to see 
how much he himself has to do 
with it. He might pack the 


place! 
= 


The only fascination I can dis- 
cover about it is, that after 
you've been kicked out of Olsen’s 
there’s some place to go besides 


home!,.. And there I think I’ve 
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hit the nail on the thumb... . 
When you gaze around you at 
the spectators it’s plain to see 
that most of them are loyal 
members of the Royal Order of 
Owls. . . . “I won’t go to bed!” 
is written all over their faces ... 
and when their determination 
weakens they have but to gaze 
down into the saucer track at the 
whirling example of fifteen men 
who won't go to bed for six days! 


Ox Dale 
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ON A BICYCLE, 
WE NOTHING —! 
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After six in the morning is the 
best time . . . when the crowd has 
thinned out to about ten thousand 
and there’s nothing left but the 
“Die-hards,” the riders relax and 
take forty winks awheel . . . they 
ride in pairs with. their arms 
around each other’s shoulders, 
take a bite to eat (and‘there’s a 
great idea for the commuter!), 
play harmonicas and accordions, 
and toss wise cracks back and 
forth . . . one team lives for the 
six days on nothing but cognac 
and raw meat! 


-f— 


Mac got the bright idea that 
next year we should enter the 
race and cut out the raw meat! 

. . and we’re going to use kiddie 
cars instead of bikes! We went 


(Continued on page 31) 
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Associate Editors, Richard J. Walsh, 
One Long Cheer 


ELL, Christmas is right on top of us now. 
Mellowed by holiday spirit, dazzled by 
candle light and hopelessly entangled in 
wreaths, the Judge on the Bench casts a misty eye 
about the whirling scene. For once, in the queer 
doings of men, he finds naught to deplore. 

Any readers—if such there be—who expect to 
glean any world-shaking opinions from this page this 
week might as well desert in a body and go right 
over to the New Republic or Bernarr MacF adden. 
We shall cry no wisdom after you. We refuse to 
play the sober-sides, mumbling in the din of gaiety. 

The Judge on the Bench may, for all we know, be 
reputed to have a cantankerous tongue, a baleful eye 
and a waggling finger, but beneath the mahogany 
his foot is tapping to a dance measure. He knows 
his holly berries. And his mistletoe. The jurors are 
excused. The court rises. Oyez! And oboy! 


* * _ 
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Editor, Norman Anthony. 


[" has ever been the genius of Christmas to be 
cheerful at whatever cost. In this year and this 
land, good cheer is bounteous and cheap. 

There’s no shortage of coal this winter, the 
youngsters are home for the holidays and college 
doesn’t seem to have hurt ’em much yet. 

The new Ford car is really pretty swell and the 


supply of comical men in high office is holding up. 


After-dinner speaking seems a little less prevalent 
than in other seasons, and in spite of all gloomy pre- 
dictions, skirts continue short. 

George Gershwin has written a lot more good jazz 
and John Erskine has finally carried his great re- 
search as far back as Adam and Eve. 

A method of kidding H. L. Mencken has been dis- 
covered and there’s a new edition of Here’s How! 

In some places there is skating already and the 
corporation taxes are going to be reduced, no fooling. 

Max Reinhardt is producing his drama in New 
York and Big Bill Thompson has not yet banished 
Santa Claus from Chicago. 


o * a 


Y= unless some spoil-sport sneaks in while this 

issue is being printed, it’s going to be an excep- 
tionally merry Christmas. There were some ugly 
rumors of war in Europe, but they turned out to be 
just the disarmament conference tuning up. Dwight 
Morrow and Will Rogers between them have man- 
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Phil Rosa, Jack Shuttleworth. 
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Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan 


aged to put Mexico in surprisingly good humor. All 
the All-America teams have peen picked without pre- 
cipitating a revolution. The six-day bicycle races 
and the session of Congress started on the same day, 
and there are some good laughs left in the Vare- 
Smith election scandals, too. The Anti-Saloon 
League is raising $5,000,000 to keep us dry, while Hi 
the Association Opposed to Prohibition is raising 
$3,000,000 to keep us wet, and as everybody knows, 
a wet fund and a dry fund, when mixed, means a 
slush fund. Everybody seems to be working mightily 
to give us good cheer. 
* * * 


Gouz folk are prone to say that Christmas belongs 

to the children, but that’s fallacy and fol-de-rol. 
The children could have a pretty good time at Christ- 
mas if the grown-ups would put a heap of presents 
on the floor and let them play, and put a heap of 
dinner on the table and let them eat. But what with 
saying thank you and letting little sister have her 
own toy and waiting while daddy sees how it works 
and being careful not to break it and being patient 
until dinner is served and going quietly to bed now 
that you’ve had your fun, it’s not as cheerful for the 
the kids as it might be. Household hint for a merry 
Christmas: give the children the prerogatives of 
adults and give the adults the pretense of childhood 
and—but there, we promised to dispense no wisdom. 

» * 7 


T= Judge has gone back and kicked over the 
bench. He has hidden his crumpled robe behind 
the Christmas tree and smashed his spectacles on 
the hearth where the jug is simmering; at the 
moment he is discovering that a gavel is an excellent 
thing to stir the punch with. Here’s how! And how! 


Younger Generation Notes. No. 2 


fe years ago Elizabeth Benson, at the age of 
eight, broke a world’s record. She passed all 
the intelligence tests with the grade of “superior 
adult” and rated an I. Q. of 214. Enough to ruin 
any child, you say. Well, today, at thirteen she is 
found to be in perfect balance, physically as well as 
mentally. She is a sophomore at Barnard. She dis- 
plays a keen sense of humor. And she has written a 
book which contains not second-hand ideas, but her 
own sharp observations, soundly ordered and set 
forth in lucid, graceful prose. 

The title of her book is “The Younger Generation.” 

R. J. W. 
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STUDIES IN THE NAIVE—IV 
The Freshman who was caught reading “College Humor” 
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“Why are you sitting on him like that?” 
“’Cause his face is in a mud puddle, mum.” 


Geographically Speaking 

“Hawaii, Sam! I've certainly 
been Hungary to see you—Texas 
two a long time to get together, 
don’t it?” 

“Lisle say so! I was about 
Toulouse you entirely; I’ve been 
Sienna little of the world for 
several months — you know, 
travel.” 

“Wallachia know about that! 
Where been?” 

“Been everywhere — Pensacola 
didn’t know what to do, and then 
inside a week I been sufferin’ 
with the heat! Andalusia friends 
back home is no fun, I can tell 
you with Zealand force. Don’t 
never let em Russia into it.” 

“Oh, did you Tyre of it? I 
Haiti stay home, myself.” 

“Odessa lotta banana oil — I 
thought it would Rouen me! 
Every time I spoke to a foreigner, 
Egypt me out of something. 
And Rhodes—terrible! I thought 
I'd Tours a bit, but I has a Pyre- 
nees swollen as the devil from 
workin’ on the car. I’ve turned 
it over and Dover in my mind, 
and I Missouris I can be that 








“Well, I must see what the 
paper says about this ea- 
plosion!” 
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travel’s the bunk. Geneva think 
of the work to it? Venice Nice 
weather at sea you forgot that 
travel ain’t all Ceylon—but it 
ain’t. Of course it Alps to have 
money, but you Congo wrong 
when you stay at home. I took a 
Cuba opium in China, took Carib- 
bean shown all around in Central 
America, and took this Sparta my 
tongue off with strange liquor 
Nile always say, give me home! 





” 


“Maybe you're right, but I’ve 
never seen India side of it. You 
know, my Antilles here on a visit 
—I think she might take us on a 
trip if your wife got her in the 
notion. She could just give her 
a lotta Bologna, and if you didn't 
Babylon about it—do you think 
she’d do that for us? I’m crazy 
to go.” 

“T’ll say you are.... Well, 
Alaska.” —Wayne G. Hatsitry 


‘Ad’ Infinitum 
Yes, John’s started smoking 
Luckies and studying French, 
and now he can’t decide what he 
wants to be—the firm’s Paris 
representative or a big baritone. 





























Curcaco Cop—You're pinched! 
Banpit—Wha’ for? 
“Operatin’ a machine gun while under the influence o’ licker.” 








Eric (who has gotten off the road)—Some speed we’re making! 
Look at those milestones! 
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The Tale of Young 
Lochinberg 

once upon a time stop fidgeting 
cranston once upon a time a brave 
warrior named lochinberg set out 
in search of the enchanted bottle 
to win his lady fair and make a 
decent cocktail and his way was 
paced with difficulties and haz- 
ards first he had to go through 
the valley of taxicabs and many 
brave men had been killed by 
these four wheeled dragons at the 
outset of their quest and at last 
he came to the keeper of the red 
light and rubbed his palm with 
magic butter and the lights 
flashed red and young lochinberg 
went safely across and then he 
came to the land of the torn up 
streets and after a bloody battle 
he came to the street of confused 
numbers where many a warrior 
had been forced to retrace his 
steps and bye and bye lochinberg 
found the secret button and 
pushed it and a great door 
opened and a witch peered out 
and young lochinberg said I have 
come for the enchanted bottle and 
the witch said who are you and 
the brave man said I know a fel- 
low from princeton who always 
comes here and the witch immedi- 
ately changed into a prohibition 
agent with the body of a bar 
tender and the head of a goat and 
lochinberg pulled out a double 
edged search warrant and cut off 
the head of the witch and for 
every blow he struck a whiskey 
sour took its place and after he 
had taken several shots he stole 
the key from the dead goat and 
opened the sanctum sanctorum 
and there he beheld the enchanted 
bottle hanging on an apple tree 
guarded by a committee of 
snakes and pink elephants but he 
snatched the enchanted bottle 
and put it in his hip pocket which 
rendered it invisible and then he 
ate a cake of magic yeast and was 
transported with due delay to his 
lady love and she was waiting 
for him with outstretched cock- 
tail shaker and they quickly put 
a few drops of orange bitters 
from the enchanted bottle into 
the shaker and made a perfect 
martini and lived happily ever 
after and now uncle cookie sees 
tired little eyes so to bed all of 
you. —Jack CLUETT 





















































JOBS WE’D LIKE 'TO HAVE 
Official tester for the Ostermoor Mattress Co. 
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Leaves from Myrtles sketch-book 
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No. 19 
N this rather clever 
sketch, Myrtle’s dear 
grandma is teaching 
her little grandchild to 


= be graceful so that she 
may enter a drawing- 
room without stepping 
on the butler or 
= upsetting a_ cocktail 
= tray. It disturbs her - 
to consider how terrible 
it would be to have the 
child grow to be like 
her father and become 
a shiftless skeleton at 
any feast. 
So graceful in her 
youth was grandma, 


MLM 


with the pip when compared to her 
and nothing but constant activity has 
enabled her to retain that elegance of 
poise and ease of carriage so notice- 
ably absent in certain male members 





THAT 





that swans appeared like penguins 


By Harry Grant Dart 





of the family with which she now 
resides. 

Myrtle’s papa told her mamma that 
he had seen trained bears that were 
at least twice as graceful as grandma 
and about seventeen times nicer to 
have around. 
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The Hypothetical Question 

He was a rising young lawyer 
—and very shy. She was a law 
student—and very pretty. He 
was violently and hopelessly in 
love, but. he could not get cour- 
age to propose to her. He de- 
cided, after careful consideration, 
that something must be done, and 
done at once. His legal training 
must come to his aid. 

One day they were sitting by 
the shore of the lake, gazing over 
the sparkling water. The sun was 
shining, the sky was blue, and he 
was happy; but he wished to be 
even happier. Her hand was 
close to him, but he didn’t dare to 
take it; he was afraid of being 
rebuffed. 

He had an inspiration, one that 
he felt was in keeping with his 
profession and hers. 

“Mona,” he said, moving cau- 
tiously a quarter of an inch 
nearer. “You know what a hypo- 
thetical question is in law, don’t 
you?” 

“Yes, Herbert,” she said, ex- 
pectantly. She was an ambitious 
student. 

“To see if you really under- 
stand,” he continued bravely, “I 
am going to give you one. And 
remember, the impersonal view- 
point is very necessary in the 
legal profession.” He was pre- 


paring a defense, in case he 
should need one. 

“Yes, Herbert,” said the pretty 
girl, sitting up straight, her mind 
clear and receptive. 

Herbert began—in a clear, im- 
personal voice—his hypothetical 
question. “If I should move over 
nearer to you, Mona, as near as 


_ 


this, for instance—” He bravely 
took up her hand, and seated 
himself on the grass where it had 
been, for he knew the value of 
demonstration. “If I should put 
my arm around your waist—this 
way He suited the action 
to the word, and his voice was a 
trifle unsteady as he went on, be- 
ginning to hope that she had the 
truly legal mind: “And if I 
should hold you close—so close 
that I could appreciate fully how 
beautiful you are, thus; and if— 
but here may I digress, and 
apologize for a possible awk- 
wardness, my plea being that— 
having waited all my life for you, 
I have utterly ignored other 
women—? As I say, if I should 
—should kiss you, like this—and 
this—and this——” Here he 
paused for breath; “—what 
would you do?” He could hear 
his heart beat as he finished. 
The girl sat up, trying to look 
thoughtful; her eyes were very 
bright, and her cheeks were very 
pink. She spoke softly, but her 
enunciation was clear. “I’m 
awfully sorry, Herbert,” she said, 
“but I’m afraid I must be dumb. 
Would you mind—if it isn’t too 
much trouble—would you mind 
repeating the question?” 








~ 





— bane —_ 
First Tonoacanist—The hick won’t know what hit him! 
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y long-held contention 
M that theaters should look 

and feel more like thea- 
ters and less like the funeral 
parlors they so often presently: 
resemble has at length been lis- 
tened to by Arthur Hammerstein. 
With a grace and generosity that 
completely overwhelm me, Mr. 
Hammerstein has put up a play- 
house at Broadway and Fifty- 
third Street, apparently for my 
own personal gratification and by 
way of showing how very highly 
he regards my opinions. I there- 
fore not only extend my thanks 
to him, but further decorate him 
with the Grand Imperial Cross, 
First Class, which carries with it 
the privilege of henceforth call- 
ing himself Archduke. 

Mr. MHammerstein’s theater, 
which bears the family name and 
is dedicated to his late and es- 
teemed papa, Oscar, should make 
Roxy boil with envious rage. It 
is so gala a house, what with its 
illuminated side walls and the 
like, that it makes most of the 
other dramatic and movie em- 
poria in town look like nickel- 
odeons. Unlike the gaudy movie 
dumps, of course, it shows signs 
of taste, so maybe the Roxys and 
Zukors will not be so envious as 
I think. But, the one way or the 
other, it must. bring a lot of 
pleasure and a welcomely warm 
theater mood back to those of us 
playgoers in whom the average 
theater induces a feeling akin to 
that imparted by an Erie day- 
coach. 

The exhibit with which the 
Hammerstein palazzo has been 
introduced to the public is a 
music drama called ‘Golden 
Dawn.” With Louise Hunter, 
late of the Metropolitan, as its 
star, it offers the best singing 





—— (Gallo)—Margaret Anglin’s meritori- 


ous revival 
“The Plough and the Stars’’ (Hudson)—An ex- 
cellent play excellently acted. 
“Golden Dawn'’ (Hammerstein)—A musical play 
worth your ear. 


“Fallen a (49th St.)—Another weakling 
by Noel Coward 


“Storm Center” Ag Spa stuff. 


“‘Delmar's * (Shubert)—I haven't got 
around to it a 


“Funny Face’’ (Alvin)—The Astaires and Victor 
Moore will entertain you. 


“The Racket’’ (Ambassador)—Melodrama of the 
Chicago pavements. 

“Manhattan Mary” (Apollo)—Ed Wynn and 
laughs. 

“Take My Advice’’ (Belmont)—Dull comedy. 

“ Happy’’ (Carroll)—Just another musical show. 

“Trigger’’ (Little) —To be passed on next week. 


“The Cent ’* (New Playwrights’)—Not to be 
reviewed, alae, by his profesor 


“The Mi _, eine —Hethiing in this 
one by Noel , awl 

“Escape” a expected more of Gals- 
worthy. 


“Broadway"’ (Broadhurst)—A comedy-melo- 
drama to pop you. 


“Just Fancy’’ (Casino)—An empty musical 
comedy. 

“The Nineteenth Hole’ (Cohan)—Only if you 
can stand golf gabble 

“Behold This Dreamer’ (Cort)—There’s little 
to be found here. 


“Everyman” (Century)—Another of Rein- 
hardt’s productions. I'll review it in next issue. 


“Out of the Sea”’ a ga Don Marquis. 
To be commented on next week. 


— Buttons"’ (Bijou)—Aleo to be described 
then 


“ bye a ll eendiens of the exhibits that 
you shoul 


= en -sal (Empire)—Cheap meller well 
| acted. 
“The Merry Malones”’ 


Erlanger)—George M. 

Cohan’s diverting song. show. 

“The Five O'Clock Girl’’ (44th St.)—Another 
amusing hoof-and-tune affair. 

“Good News’’ (46th St.)—One of the best in town. 

“Women Go On Forever’’ (Forrest)—A boarding- 
house goes sex crazy. 

“Jimmie’s Women"’ (Frolic)—Drivel. 

“‘Dracula’’ (Fulton)—Ham meller, 

“Four Walls’’ (Golden)—Another poor meller. 

“The Doctor's Dilemma’’ (Guild)—It has aged. 

“And So to Bed’’ (Harris)—Moderately amusing 
Pepys comedy. 

“The Ivory Door’’ (Hopkins)—Zero. 
Pees of New York’’ (Knickerbocker)— 


nth Command to Love’’ (Longacre)—Naughty 
ilarity. 

“The Ladder’’ (Lyric)—Why laugh at funerals? 

“The Shannona’”’ (Beck)—Cheap stuff. 

“The Baby Cyclone’’ (Miller)—A farce with 
points. 


“The Letter’’ (Morosco)—Boob melodrama. 

“The Trial of Mary Dugan’’ (National)— 
Interesting ditto. 

“Follies’’ (New Amsterdam)—Big, beautiful, 
and amusing. 


* ** (Plymouth)—A poor play with 
a laughs. 








some 

“Porgy"’ (Republic)—Commendable picture of 
Negro life. 

“* Nightstick”” (Selwyn)—Fair melodrama. 

“A Connecticut Yankee’’ (Vanderbilt)—Hear 
Rodgers’ tunes. 


“Take the Air’ (Waldorf)—Will Mahoney is 
the dish here 


“ Artists ond Models” Ly ee 
[ comical revue with some expert danci' 
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troupe heard hereabouts in a long 
time. It offers also some tasty 
scenic backgrounds by Prof. Dr. 
Urban, some engaging melodies 
by Kalman, of Vienna, and Stot- 
hart, of New York, a very good 
warbler in the person of a gent 
named Gregory, and some attrac- 
tive ensemble pictures. But it 
also unfortunately offers some of 
the most pathetic comedy I have 
heard in months and a libretto 
that is a curious omelet of Rider 
Haggard, Robert Hichens, Harry 
B. Smith, Pola Negri and E. F. 
Albee. In addition, at least on 
the opening night, the pace was 
so slow that the book gave one 
the impression of riding up Fifth 
Avenue in the five o'clock traffic 
jam. However, an orchestra far 
better than the usual and the very 
proficient vocal organs of the 
performers are sufficient to repay 
you for a visit. All in all, as 
such things go, an agreeable 
show. 


II 
Shee plays of Noel Coward— 
a 


nd he seems to turn them out 
at the rate of two or three a 
week—make one feel like throw- 
ing them a bit of meat. They 
are such pale, weak, lavender 
little babies, apparently fed 
wholly on ladyfingers. Now and 
then, they suggest that there is a 
little life in them somewhere, but 
the author isn’t strong enough to 
feed them with his own milk and 
they droop and wilt before they 
have gone one-third of their 
courses. “Fallen Angels,” though 
it was written more than two 
years ago and though Coward has 
since confected eighty or ninety 
other pieces, is the latest sample 
of the gentleman’s genius to be 
locally uncovered. Like all his 
other affairs, it is feeble stuff. 
(Continued on page 28) 
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Sunday—In the throes of 
“Mind Your P’s and Q’s” all 
day. Have you tried it yet? My 
Dear, it’s simply marvelous! It’s 
a new book on character analysis 
of handwriting and how you can 


get the low-down on the B.F.’s! . 


Why, I’ve discovered that some 
of the nicest boys I know are 
wolves in cheap clothing! 


Monday—A. B. F., whose 
handwriting I know must show 
terrible indications, took me to 
the Six-Day Bicycle race and sat 
me there until five in the morn- 
ing! I'll never be the same! 
And it’s so silly! I don’t see 


why the riders don’t use motor- 
cycles—it would be so much 


easier! 


Tuesday—Went to see “Golden 
Dawn,” with Louise Hunter. I 
don’t mean I went with Miss 
Hunter—she was the leading 
lady. Wonderful show! And the 
new Hammerstein Theater. My 
Dear! I expected every minute 
to see a deacon walk down the 
aisle and pass the plate! After- 
wards to Olsen’s. It’s gotten en- 
tirely too popular. But Julie 
Johnson and George Murphy 
are still my favorites. 


-«~, 


Tr ad 


Wednesday—Tea at Barney’s. 
Please! Discovered a wonderful 
trick. Take three small glasses 
—A, B, and C. Put B in A and 
place C alongside. Blow quickly 
in space between B and A and B 
will pop right out and into C! I 
actually mean it really will! My 
explanation may be a little 
cloudy, but it’s the best I can do. 
Really ! 


Thursday—Went to hear Rosa 
Ponselle in “Norma” and just 
thrilled to death. Simply gor- 
geous. Grace Moore there in a 
stunning white satin gown with 
brilliants strewn about on it and 
an ermine wrap with a sable col- 
lar. Afterwards to Helen Mor- 
gan’s. Lots of fun. 


Friday—The doctor says I 


must get to bed earlier. Well, 
isn’t 5 A. M. early enough? 


Six Best Steppers 
“Thou Swell” 
(Connecticut Yankee) 


_ “My Heart Stood Still” 


(Connecticut Yankee) 
“What Am I Going to Do” 
(Funny Face) 
“S’Wonderful” (Funny Face) 
“A Shady Tree” (no show) 
“There Ain’t No Land Like Dixie 
Land to Me” (no show) 
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Scratch Pads of Famous Men 
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fe’re going to have home 
cooking at our house once again. 
Yesterday we saw the wife 
sharpening the can opener. 








The commuter who always runs for his train finally adopts a 
sensible costume. 
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ESPITE a very misleading 
D title, “Man, Woman and 
Sin” is one of the best mo- 
tion pictures I have seen in weeks, 


and the major credit for it must 
be given to the author and di- 


rector, Monta Bell. The story is 
tersely amusing and tragic, and 
is handled in a simple and direct 
manner: the only son of a widow 
struggles through poverty- 
stricken boyhood, working for his 
mother and running errands for 
a newspaper, and he eventually 
goes to work as a cub reporter. 

His very first assignment is the 
job of escorting the society editor 
of his newspaper to the Embassy 
Ball. The young cub falls in 
love with the nervous young 
woman who, incidentally, receives 
pearls and apartments from the 
editor, naturally a fellow of 
careless morals. 





The Movie Guide 
(Shows continuous unless otherwise noted) 

“‘College’’ (Olympia, Symphony)—Buster Keaton 
wins his letter. 

“Cheating Cheaters’? —Reviewed in this issue. 

“Garden of Allah’’ (Japanese Gardens)—Lantern 
slides of nothing exciting in the desert. 

“Get Your Man’’ (86th St.)—Reviewed in this is- 


sue. 

“Gaucho” (Liberty. Twice Daily)—Handsprings 
and religion in the Fairbanks manner. 

“The Jazz Singer’ (Warner's. Twice Daily) Jew- 
ish songs and fair acting by Al Jolson. 

“* King of Kings’? (Gaiety. Twice Daily) Another 
Jewish story. 

‘Love’ (Embassy. Twice Daily) The nightgown 
scenes deleted to tepid entertainment. 

“Man, Woman, and S n’’--Reviewed in this is- 


sue. 

“My Best Girl’’ (Loew's American)—America’s 
sweetheart defying the laws of vegetation. 

“The Patent Leather Kid’’ (Globe. Twice Daily) 
A sickening production. 

7 and Son’’—Tiresome and overdone story 
of the novel. 

“Silk Stockings’’—Loew'’s humor, with Laura 
La Plante. 

“The Spotlight’’—Acting, direction, and story 
vintage of 1904. 

“Sunrise’’ (Times Square. Twice Daily)—See it. 

“The Student Prince’’ (Astor. Twice Daily)—You 
can hear the movie on your phonograph. 

“Uncle Tom's Cabin’’ (Central. Twice Daily) 
—The worst of the lot. 

















You have here then a situation 
which, while not strikingly orig- 
inal, is extremely effective be- 
cause Mr. Bell handles it so deli- 
cately. The innocent young 
lover, sole support of the family, 
falls hopelessly in love with the 
intimate friend of his employer. 


N 


¢3 
cy 






He is warned by his friends and 
his mother that his little Nell 
might be doing him wrong, but 


he defends her violently, and 
rushes to her apartment to pro- 
claim his love. The well-tailored 
editor lets himself in the front 
door about this time, and in the 
ensuing fight, he is killed by the 
reporter. 

The young man is arrested for 
murder and refuses to testify that 
his sweetheart was a kept woman, 
and she lets him be sentenced to 
death. After he has been sen- 
tenced the woman breaks down, 
under pressure from his mother, 
and confesses her réle in the 
murder. The boy is released, 
and the final scene shows him 
walking from the prison with his 
mother, while the woman who be- 
trayed him peers longingly down 

(Continued on page 26) 








Wire—But, then, I’m not the complaining kind. 
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He—This dining-room table 
goes back to Louis 14th. 


He—That’s nothing. My 
whole sitting-room set: goes 
back to Sears-Roebuck on the 
fifteenth. 

—Wisconsin Octopus 


Yours Received and Same 
to Hand 


The correspondent of a large 
business firm had been invited to 
dinner by a friend. At the table 
the host asked him to say grace. 
It was a new experience, but he 
was not to be found wanting. 

“Dear Lord,” he began, “we 
thank Thee for all favors of 
recent date. Pemit us to express 
our heartfelt thanks and grati- 
tude. We trust that we may con- 
tinue to merit your confidence 
and that we shall receive many 
more blessings from you in the 
future. Amen.” 

—Drexet Drexerp 


At the Game 

Gatekeeper—How’'d you get in 
here? 

Collegian — On my friend’s 
ticket. 

Gatekeeper—And where’s your 
friend? 

Collegian—Oh, he’s at home 
looking for his ticket. 

—Wasuineton & Lez Minx 


IVAN KOSSKISTIZZI—Florist 
“Say It With Flowers” 
—WituiaMs Purete Cow 





“How does your new cigarette 
lighter work?” 
“Fine; I can light it with one 
match now.” 
—Carotina Buccaneer 


First Sarg’n't at Arms—Ad- 
vance and give the countersign! 
Second Saleslady—Three 
yards of ribbon, please. 
—Penn State Froru 






























































Only the bear facts. 


—WILiiAMs PurPLte Cow 


























’S Fast 


He—I had a wonderful time 
at your party last night. 
She—Why, I had no party last 
night. 
He—That so? Well, believe 
me, I was at somebody's party. 
—Vassar VAGABOND 


We'll Print No More of 
These— 


He was only an old rake, but 
he still had all his teeth. 
—Dennison FLAMINGO 


Two hunters were out in the 
woods. They had separated for 
some time, when suddenly one 
heard the other give a scream. 
He immediately started running 
with all his might, and finally 
came upon his comrade, who had 
fallen to the ground. A large 
furry animal was gnawing the 
fallen hunter’s leg. 

“Hello,” said the first. 
eating you?” 

—WasuHineton CoLuMNs 


“What's 











‘Two 


“I went to see the 
Black Crows’ the other day.” 
“Have you got a record of 
at?” 
“No, 
take my word for it.” 
—-M. I. T. Voo Doo 


youll just have to 








“Don’t you love poetry?” 
“Yes, especially White Leg- 
horns.” 


—N. Y. U. MebDLeEy 


The bigger you are, the harder 
they fall. 
—PENNSYLVANIA PuncH Bow. 
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“IT say, old dear, what's 
good for biting finger-nails?” 

“Sharp teeth, silly.” 
—WestTERN Reserve Rep Cat 


First Movie Fan—What did 
that sub-title say? 
Second Movie Fan—I don't 
know, I didn’t hear. 
—Micuigan GarGoyLe 






“What did he tell the cop 


after he collided with the 
bus?” 

“That he was trying to ele- 
vate life on the stage.” 


—WILuiAMs PurPLE Cow 


Doctor (to taxidermist )—The 
stork has arrived. 

Tax (absent-mindedly) — All 
right; put him on the shelf next 
to the owls. —Navy Loe 


Frosh—Why are 
“Awake My Soul’? 

Soph Because my foot’s 
asleep.—Amuerst Lorp JEFF 


you singing 





Little Willie—I don’t want to 
go to that damn school any more! 

Father (who is a bricklayer) 
—Why, Willie, where did you 
ever learn such a word as that? 

L. W.—Why, William Shakes- 
peare uses words like that. 

Father—Well, then quit run- 
nin’ around with him. 

—Penn State Frotu 





“Think you'll get your letter?” 
“IT dunno if she can write.” 
—Wisconsin Ocropus 
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Orrenpinc Mortorist—Look here, my good man; let me tell you that I’m a 
lawyer, so you may as well not take this to court. 
Cyciist Victim—And let me tell you—confound you!—that I’m one of the 


local magistrates ! 


Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 23) 


the street at the couple from the 
oval mirror of her limousine. 

Mr. Bell just missed making a 
wonderful movie; as it is, you can 
get a good hour’s entertainment 
out of “Man, Woman and Sin.” 
When a director can take Mr. 
Gilbert and make a real sympa- 
thetic and humorous character 
of him instead of a goggle-eyed 
shoe clerk; when he can give you 
a good representation of a news- 
paper office such as you have in 
“Man, Woman and Sin,’ and 
when he designs a story as deft 
and interesting as this one, he 
should have all the credit. The 
movie has everything, but in 
avoiding trite movie situations, 
Mr. Bell was too restrained, and 
he did not give enough time to his 
big scenes. As a result the pic- 
ture is too hastily done — you 
really want to see more of it. 
And that is the one criticism. 

Jeanne Eagels, as the society 
editor, did a journalistic Sadie 
Thompson in very good fashion. 


Credit has already been given to 
Mr. Bell, but I mention Miss 
Eagels because her acting was 
good and because the camera was 
not kind to her face, which might 
have been also part of Mr. Bell’s 
plan. ety “ay, 


\ 





“Could you jump across it, 
Bert?” 

“Easy. But 
bloke wot misses pays for 
drinks.” 


mind — the 


—Hvumorist 





Mr. Bell once made a picture 
called “The Snob” which was an 
amazingly good movie, in which 
Mr. Gilbert once before really 
gave the appearance of an actor 
instead of an understudy to a 
Shubert chorus man. This man 
Bell is a genius. 


“(Curative Cueaters” is too 
terrible even to mention. It 

has a gang of crooks acting like 
the Thursday Bridge Club, and 
the titles stooped to such depths 
as: “Just because you took a 
course in Sing Sing don’t make 
you a music critic,’ and “I 
thought I smelled something, but 
I thought it was your singing.” 
Imagine this situation: a clever 
young woman joins gang of 
crooks (for no apparent reason) 
and they set out to get the Whif- 
fenpoffen jewels. Young ‘Whif- 
fenpoffen is the hero, and the 
young woman falls in love with 
him. The thrilling question is: 
will she rob him and divide with 
the gang, or marry him and take 
everything? Unfortunately, I 
fell asleep in one of the comfort- 
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able loge seats of the Colony, 
and when I woke up the news 
reel was showing the Marines 
landing in China, or Chicago or 
somewhere. I haven’t the slight- 
est idea how “Cheating Cheaters” 
turned out, and you'll have to 
puzzle it out as best you can. 





"GQ™ Your Man” is one of 

those shallow, superficial 
salacious pictures filled with near- 
nude exhibits of well-formed in- 
hale-exhale heroines that is 
shipped out of Hollywood for 
the edification of its gum-chew- 
ing audiences, 

Clara Bow is the exhibitionist 
in this particular picture who 
throws herself around the movie 
lot with girlish abandon, thus 
helping the circulation of the 
Evening Graphic and _ further 
strengthening a mass morality 
| which week by week is making 
| life less pleasant in this country. 
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His Own Time 
A well-meaning pedestrian said 
| to a man who was employed to 
| advertise in the street: “Pardon 
| me, but do you know that your 
sandwich boards are _ turned 
wrong side out?” 
| “Sure, I know it,” was the 
snappy reply. “Yer don’t sup- 
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pose I’m goin’ to work in me Horririep PassENGER—W-what are you laughing at? 
lunch hour, do yer? Experty Driver—I left this car to someone in my will! 
—Boston TRANscriPT —Passinc SHow 


A man went into a restaurant 
and ordered chicken broth. After 
tasting it he called the manager 
and said, “Surely this isn't 
chicken broth?” 

“Well, sir,’ replied the man- 
ager, “it’s chicken broth in its 
infancy.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It’s made out of the water 
the eggs were boiled in.” 

—Tir Bits 














DILZY WAVE 5 
Tue Master or Inatecotte—How do you account for this 


alarming warp? They call him Jack, because he’s 
Tue Expert—TI can only conjecture that your gal’s been always giving flat tires a lift. 
wipin’ the door down with a damp duster. 
: —Huvumonrist -Judge pays $5 for cach one printed.: 
a = 
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CHRISTMAS STORY 
THAT NEVER ENDS. 
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Tue Suorkeerer—No, sir, we don’t sell revolvers. What 
about a couple of yards of clothes-line? 


Judging the Shows 


(Continued from page 20) 
The idea is there, but the talent 
to develop it is nowhere in evi- 
dence. 

Mr. Coward, like Darius 
Green, is a young man with much 
ambition. But his experience, 
emotional equipment, observation 
and sense of discrimination are 
as yet not such as to generate 
anything but juvenile dinguses 
that elaborately posture a world- 
weary sophistication and suggest 
only a Ritz bar species of cynic- 
ism. Coward would have us re- 
gard him as a veritable Arthur 
Balfour of the drawing-rooms, 
as a Bismarck of tea-cart society, 
but we can’t help contemplating 
him amusedly as simply a rather 
facile sex wise-cracker to whom 
the world beyond the trivial 
drawing-rooms of a trivial people 
is a complete stranger. His char- 
acters are merely actors; his view 
of life is obscured by the mascaro 
that drips from his lashes; his 
drama touches humanity only 
gently on the powdered shoulder- 
blade. It takes wisdom of life 
to write the plays that Coward 
tries to write, and Coward, thus 
far, hasn’t got it. 

As I have hinted, “Fallen 


—Hvumorist 


Angels” has a theme that might 
have been developed into a thor- 
oughly amusing light comedy. 
Giacosa, Ashley Dukes, Guitry, 
Maugham —some such fellow 
might have done noble by it. All 
that Coward has done is to mani- 
cure its nails. But even were the 
play much better than it is, the 
performers who have been hired 
by the Actors’ Theater to mer- 
chant it would lay it low in its 
tracks. It takes comédiennes to 
play such stuff and the Mlles. 
Bainter and Winwood are pretty | 
sad specimens. They do their | 
damnedest, poor girls, but the 
result is dismal. I won’t even 
mention the men in the cast, as 
they might sue me for libel. 








III 


i “Storm Center,” by Jessie 

Ernst and Max Simon, on view 
at the Klaw, I am able to detect 
nothing that calls for comment. 


Mose—Do you think you kin 
support my daughter? 

Rastus—Ah suah do. 

Mose—Evah see her eat? 

Rastus—Ah suah has. 

Mose—Evah see her cat when 
no one was lookin’? 

—Lecion WEEKLY 
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Wanted—A Real Pal 


(Continued from page 8) 








WHAT IT TAKES* TO MAKE A PARTY! 
A few days later Doris crashed e 
through with a sweet note and | 
the hunt was on. In a little 
while Paul and Doris were be- 
giming to worry when they 
didn’t get a letter every day and 
in a month they were using orig- | 
inal names like “Honey” and 
“Sweetheart Mine.” And one 
day after a lot of coy corre- 
spondence’ Paul got a telegram | 
| telling him that his little fruit- 
| syrup was arriving on the 10:45 
at Penn Station. Paul went out 
and bought himself a natty belted 
ulster and pointed shoes and a 
high collar. Then he got a hair- 
cut, washed his face twice, and 
took a cab to the station. 

The train pulled in fifteen 
minutes late and Paul was doing 
a Gilda Gray with excitement 
up and down the station. People : 

a pouring out of the gate; HEREVER you see a lot 
a peor Sooper prow Re of nice people having an absolutely wonderful time— 
spot the little ball of fire from 
Dayton. Finally, just as Paul 
was ready to trickle sadly back 
home, he heard a porter paging 
Mr. Frisbie. ; into a whale of a lot of Fatima smokers. 

“Is that a Paul Frisbie?” he . ; 
asked. 

“Yeh,” says the  red-cap, 
“they’s a young lady over heah 
been lookin’ all around fo’ yuh.” 
Paul followed him and saw a 
dame standing in the middle of 
an army of handbags. As he came 
up the frail turned around and 
Paul saw a battery of gold teeth 
under a pair of crossed head- 
lights. 

Two weeks later Paul married 
a girl named Babe who clerked 
in a delicatessen store on Eighth 
Avenue and who had quit cold in 
the third grade. And exactly 
one month later Doris arrived in 

Dayton with a haberdashery 
| salesman named Moe Feinbloom 
who toed outward and who had 
done time on Blackwell’s Island 
for breaking and entering. 

—PERELMAN 





which means whenever you find the younger crowd en- 


gaged in being themselves—you’re pretty certain to run 
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Here lies a natural gambler, 
Who strangled, and lost his 
breath. 
He threw six sevens in a row 
And died a natural death. 











Seconp—Come on, Alf—buck up! The odds is six to four 











on yer. 
| sent ete ty ol Aur (fed up)—Right, chuck the towel in the next round—lI'll 
i 5 nessreseensinasiinsascasiameaanictineneinsiiiiticiini amiane ity RNB eines —Passinc_Suow 4 























Say “Bayer” - Insistl 


For Colds Headache 
Pain Lumbago 
Neuralgia Rheumatism 








DOES NOT AFFECT THE HEART | 


Accept only a 
Safe Bayer package 
whichcontains proven directions 


Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets 
Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manu- 
facture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 











or Relief 





BELLANS 


16 BELLANS 
Hot water 
‘Sure Relief 


ELLANS 


FOR_ INDIGESTION 


eo¢ and 75¢ Pkg's.Sold Everywhere 





Always insist upon having 


ABBOTTS 
Tonic Appetizer 

for'52 Years, BITTERS 
teen -_ 


™ BROW LEGS? 


THIS GARTER (Pat’d) 
Makes Trousers Hang Straight 
If Legs Bend In or Out 
Free Booklet—Plain Sealed Envelope 
THE T. GARTER Co., Dept. A 
1121 Belmont Ave., South Bend, Ind. 


Cortes CGars 


I-MADE AT KEY WEST— 
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No one has to ask girls, “How 
did your garters look this 
morning?” 


| \— “ude pays $5 for each one printed 
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Submitted by Harold O. Keedy, Martinsburg, W. 


Horizontal 


On what day does Daddy was it in the neck? 

What comes from the 5 an 

What does the family want from the kin they 
love to touch? 


. What does the average cellar resemble during the 


holidays? 
What comes down the chimney on Christmas? 


. What does no boy choose to be just before Christ- 


mas 

When does Santa do most of his work? 

What do you call the Gums on plum pudding? 

Name an egotistical pronoun 

What kind of e are crazy about Christmas? 

How does every like to find his presents on 
Christmas morning? 

What organization will not send greetings to the 
K. K. K. this year? (Abbr.). 

What kind of people have nothing on for Christ- 


mas? 

be Fi it that some people try to burn at both 

What type of headgear will Santa wear in Chicago? 

What word means ‘‘to soak’’? 

What did Santa say in Cuba when asked if he 
wanted a nip? 

What pene of transportation will Santa use this 
year 

What are the only things a chorus girl tries to 
conceal? 


What will the turkey be roasted on? 


. What is the native name for Persia? 


Who hangs the mistletoe? 


. What do murderers do when they reach the end 


of their rope? 
What makes the snow disappear 
What lurks in en te ent 
through o? 
Vines wane smeano qpesien ice ten i _ 
What is an abbreviation for ‘ dant L - . 
? 


. How will the cook 
What's uraly rendre bp my wl oe 


eve? 
. What has its upe and downs in the fashion wordt 


What word means lug; fam fetch? 

Name an exclamation d inquiry. 

Name so it never does in 69 horizontal. 
a a that blossoms forth at a coming- 


word verbal” 
oe does the small boy think Santa 
,i~---, = no Rongaiactndma 
What is the sulphate of magnesia 


From what will many wah A the Christmas 
spirit? 


Va. Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 
Vertical 

- What is the wisest thing to do when struggling 
toward the top? 

Where do college boys eat during the Holidays? 

Name something that opportunity never repeats. 

Where does a groundhog stay during the winter? 

Name a preposition denoting destination. 

What should Santa leave at the old maid's home? 

Name a place where Santa wears a kimono. 

Name something worth seeing. 

5. - third person singular of the verb 


11. Name a difficult thing for a Londoner to see 
through. 
12. What word means copped; purloined; snitched? 
13. What do women put up for the winter? (Apol. 
to Holmgren) 
16. W “ty the people get at barber shops and night- 
clu 
19. What is a Mohammedan mendicant priest? 
21. What makes the employees of the Government 
see red? 
24. What do you call a member of an ancient order of 
stone-cutters? 
In what did Daniel become a charter member of 
the Lion Tamers? 
What is the goat of the Navy? 
What word means “pertaining to birth’? 
What is an objection or exception? 
What non-metallic element occurs abundantly 
in borax? 
What & a good subject for an argument? 
Who gives cheerfully at father’s expense? 
What incites promiscuous kissing? 
Name an ornamental shrub with pale purple 
flowers. 
39. Name something that is always gay where the 
host has read “‘Here’s How 
41. What do you call the critics of American liberty? 
42. Name a miserly thing to do. 
44. Name something very colorful. 
45. How do flappers walk before the eyes of man? 
47. What is the past tense of the verb ‘‘to be’’? 
49. How do dry agents get their men? 
51. Name something that always comes in pairs. 
53. What hangs around every Christmas? 
55. What produces heavenly music? 
57. What does a too ardent lover often receive for 
his trouble? 
59. What were Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer? 
61. What is a step in Paris? 
Name something that never rings true. 
. Name something that will never go dry. 


63. 
64 
66. What word means “‘behold’’? 
68 
69 


Peep op 
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. Name a note in the musical scale. 
. What is the male personified? 
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High Hat 





(Continued from page 11) 
| down in the middle of the track 
to get some inside dope and 
| when Mac took out his flask a 
| guard chided us for drinking out 
| of the saucer! ... The Six-Day 

Race may be hot stuff to some 
people, but as Mac said when he 
looked down at the long line of 
' sleeping cots, “This is a lot of 
bunk !” 








~~ 


However, the race brought out 
the discovery of the “Six Day” 
cocktail . . . one third bacardi, 
one third Gordon Water and one 
‘third ginger ale . . . two or three 
of these and you won't need a 


| bicycle! 


Dry 


A Kind Heart 

Tramp—Kin I cut your grass 

for a meal, ma’am? 

Lady of the House—Yes, my 
| poor man. But you _ needn't 
| bother cutting it; you may eat it 
| right off the ground. 
_—Western CuristiAN ADVOCATE 
| 


| 


| “My little girl is going to 
| Paris to continue her music 








“Ah, a_ scholarship, I  sup- 
pose?” 
ce ¢ . | 
No, our neighbors are pay- | 
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| ing. —Passinc SuHow 
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EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 
When her mother happens in upon the pet- 
ting party .. . be nonchalant . . . light a 
MURAD CIGARETTE 


MURAD 


For those who feel entitled to life’s better things 
© 1927, P. Lorillard Go., Est. 1760 




















Caller—Are you sure the man- 
ager is not in? 
Dignified Office Boy—Do you 
doubt his word, sir? 
—Tir Bits 





























Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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Bureiar (discovered by dentist) —C-could I ’ave gas, sir? 
—Huvumorist 
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Judge’s Weekly Pun Contest 





Much 


“Ah Do” About Nothing 


Hostess (to gloomy youth)—I 
hope you enjoyed your game 
with Major Swift. He's awfully 
clever at cards. 


e 
Youth—I should think he is! 


AL 


He started by telling my fortune, 
and now he’s counting it. 


—Tir Birs 


Landlord of Village Inn (to 
local shopkeeper)—I’ll take an- 
other porous plaster, Tom. That 
clumsy lout, ‘Orace ’Awkins, ‘as 
ripped the cloth otf the billiard 
table again. 

—ANSWERS 


“Did Joan’s mother find fault 
with her for arriving home with 
the milkman?” 

“No; she scolded the milkman 
for coming so late.” 

—Everysopys WEEKLY 


Boarder—Who the devil's 
drunk my bottle of whisky ? 
Landlady—I did—I will not 
have spirits in my house. 
Passinc Suow 


1S (N\ 
UZZIC C) al 


Even if it was good I } 


q wouldn’t like it! J 





Winner for Week Ending 

December 3rd 

MISS JANE FITTS 
Boston, Mass. 


Send in your worst pun. JupGe 
will pay $25 for the most terrible 
one received each week—and _ it 
will be illustrated by one of 
JupGe’s artists and the original 
drawing will be sent to the winner: 
except in the case of atie. In case 
more than one contestant sends in 
the winning pun during thi week 
for which the prize is awarded— 
each will receive the prize. 

All puns must be submitted on 
postcards or slips of paper the 
size oft postcards. None will be 
returned. 


Address. Pun Editor of Judge, 
York City. 


627 W. 43rd St., Nev 


— 
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Macpherson, Cloncarthy, and 
Isaacstein were all invited to 
Thompson's golden wedding. 

Macpherson took a jar of gold 
fish. 

Cloncarthy took a box of Gold 
Flake. 

Igaacstein took — his 
Goldb« rg. 


friend, 


Pink ‘Un 


“The poets of today,” SavSs a 
critie, “do at least put plenty of 
fire into their verses?” The 
trouble with some of them is that 
they do not put enough of their 
verses into the fire. 


Passinc Siow 


The present chess champion of 
the world took 2 hrs. 10 mins. to 
make one move in a recent match. 
Naturally 
amount of jealousy in bricklay 
ing circles. 


there is a certain 


—lH{umoristr 





Sur—Are you sure this is mummy? 
He Oh, yes. 


I can spot her gar‘ers in any crowd. 


—Passinc Suow 
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They Grinned When the Waiter 


Spoke to Me in American 


— but their smiles changed to amazement at my reply! 


a “lark, as the 
When the waiter sauntered up, everybody grew a 


trifle nervous, wondering just who was going to give eu : 
the order. That is, everybody was nervous but me ie ee , 
for 1 had a “card up my sleeve,” if I may use the ex 
pression. They grinned when the waiter spoke t - 
in American 
“Whatchagoin’ t’ have he asked in that qu Ue re ee ee ee ee ee eee 
oF ae Segetees. AN eyes were Gite Gh mee. There JUDGE PUBLISHING COMPANY, Inv 
was & long pause and my brother-in-law even snick 627 West 43d St. New York 
ered. /imagi py n | answe) 


waiter in PERFECT AMERICAN! 


“Givvus tree rdet meneggs ana russ biff 
wich !” | said! There were gasps ot amazement 
in order to impress them further I talked on with the 
waiter in his native tongue for some forty-five minute 
“Thomas!” they gasped when the waiter had gon 


“We didn’t know you spoke American. Who, pray tell 
us, Was vour professor ? 
“Professor?” I laughed. “I never had a profes 
And only two weeks ago I couldn't speak a 
that difficult language 
And then I told them how I had signed up for 


Aa 2 2 SSO Be ee Oe ee eee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee me « 




















SEEK and search wherever you will, you'll 
never find a smoke like Camel. So loyal 
and so fine. Camels reveal the delicate 
tastes and fragrances of the choicest te- 
baccos grown. That is why they never 
tire. Why each succeeding Camel tastes 
more smooth and mellowy mild. 

Millions upon millions of smokers have 
learned to rely upon this supreme tobacco 


quality. They are modern smokers ih 


The cigarette you can be fond of .. . 


the most particular sense and they place 
Camels first. They demand goodness and 
enjoyment. They have elevated Camels 
to the highest popularity ever known. 

If you smoke for pleasure Camels will 
prove the cigarette that you can really 
enjoy, you can like Camels so much, be- 
cause they’re always so satisfyingly mellow. 
So smooth and mild. 


"Have a Camel!”’ 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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© 1927 





QUADRI-GOLOR CO., JAMAICA, N.Y 





